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Of that VVorthy DIVINE 


'M- TAMES JANEWAY, 


VVho Departed this Life, Marx cn the 16* 1677. 


I, 


Or Cary!'s Death ſcarce had Idry'd mine Zyes, 
Loder,chen Yenning crav'd ſome freſh ſupplies : 
Pierc dat this Newes, 
I ſtraight began to mule, 


And ſcarce for them an Elegie had bred, 
But I'm inform'd, that Faveway's likewiſe Dead, 
II 


 Startled at this, like one that's Planer-ftruck, 
All Signs of Foy forthwith my Face forſook : 
The Charadters 
Of doleful Grief, and Fears 
Were ſo engraven on my Hear, that 1 | 
Could not efface their —_ unleſs I'de dye. 


II. 
Th eight parts of Speech, that alwayes ſend Relief 
Unto the Grammar, of a lawful Grief, 
Breaking their hold 
/ Palsd free, anduncontrould 
ibn Mouth block't up almoſt with Sigh, 
19 with diſ-joynted Cryes. 
IV 


Thoroug 


And barrica 


The Tears brought forth from my big-belly'd Fyes 
Pickl'd my Face ; yet this could not ſuffice, 
Suffice For what ? 
Gueſs you your ſelves at that : 
For I Prognſtick, If ſuch Stars ſhould fal, 
Darkneſs would ſoon be he Doty 


No, he's not fa/lz, but is aſcended higher, 
And warbles out ſweet Anthems in a Quire 
Of — that are 
Toyful beyond compare z 
Where ſtript of 's feſbly part, his Soul's alive, 
His Fame with us for ever _ ſurvive. 
VI. 
Soaring aloft, he quite left th' Earth, wherein 
The Chequer-work of Sorrow and of Si 
Could not excite 
His nobler Appetite 
To taſte-this world, this bitter-ſweet, once more, 
Knowing 'twas rotten to the very Core. 
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VII, 
Who ever ſaw him, and did not admirc 
To ſce that outward Harmony conſpire 
With ſuch rare Art 
In cach agreeing part, 
As if Dame Natore in's formation had, 
To ſee her ſelf out-do her ſelf, been glad * 
VIII 


Who ever heard him Preach, and did not wonder 
To hear his threats *gainſt Sinners, which like Thunder 
The contrary 
To Saints he would apply ) 
Struck a Coxvulſions through the Hearts of thoſe; 
That ( Balaem-like ) would ſtill Gods wayes oppoſe? 
X 


In fine, all thoſe that knew him muſt commend 
That Yirt#e, which did alwayes him attend, 
And fo appears 
n the forts «ne Sphere 
Of Xind and Body, that, if you Yertue love, 
Of him you muſt ( for Yert#es ſake) approve, 
X 


He was but hold, I cannot tell you what z 
Sum all PerfedFions up, and he was that: 
Whatever *tis 
That good, and worthy is 
Of che moſt laſting and reſplendent Praiſe, 
Surely in him deſery'd a Crown of Bayes. 


I. 
'Tis well for thee, but iU for us, bleſt Soul, 
That Death does 'mong her Captives thee enroll: 
Fain wee'd rejoyce 
In Heart as well as Yoice 
For thee , but for our ſelves we needs muſt mourn, 
And drop a Tear at thy —_— Urn, 
XII. 
Our Faces are afloat, our Cheeks do ſwim 
In briny Tears, wept for our ſelves, not him? 
At ſome ones Hearſe 
I've whilome wept a Yerſe 
For faſhion-ſake ; but now the Tears I ſhed 
Flow from my Heart z Grief makes me likewiſe Dead, 
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